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When enduring the painful agonies of human suffering, there are 
those that beg God to grant them wishes like a genie in a bottle to save them 
from their woes, and when the deaf God fails to ease their misery, in despair 
they turn to the powers of Darkness for help. 

Some meddle in the dark arts blindly, entreating demons allowing them to gain 
a foothold in this dimension, not realising that they had let something in, so 
ancient, so evil, it knows everything you fear. 

Once that threshold is crossed into the darkness, all efforts to gain one's 
freedom seem futile and every path an endless maze. There are only a few who 
may escape its labyrinth to behold the light, and those who become lost in its 
black embrace remain trapped in the Eternal Shades of Night. 



life's story is but a journey through 
the unfathomable darkness and 
the struggle against the forces 
of the Kabbalah's black tree 
to succeed on the path 
of shadows towards 
self-knowledge 





Lyra Swan lit a fire and reclined in the soft leather chair to read a book in 
the study but became distracted intermittently by the hypnotic dancing flames 
seducing her, focusing on the element of fire rather than that of the story. It 
started to rain so she walked out the French doors of the study onto the small patio 
to grab the forgotten notebook she had left on the table where she enjoyed her tea 
earlier that afternoon. It was dark outside and deathly quiet, nothing like the noisy 
madness of London. 



Lyra sighed deeply with exhaustion then breathed in the cool spring air and 
thought she heard something like dead leaves stirring, causing her some disquiet. 
The smell of the moist earth and fragrant shrubs hung on the night air, its thick 
earthy perfume enveloping her in poignancy as she wondered what purpose she 
had in this world. Was this all there was to life, existing just to struggle, suffer and 
die? 

A gust of wind blew wet drops upon her cheeks snapping her out of sombre 
ruminations. She went back inside listening to the light pattering of droplets upon 
the roof, the rhythm of its heavenly song flooding her with intense emotions that 
stirred up long forgotten memories. 



She recalled when she was on holiday in New South Wales staying with her 
folks. She was in her twenties at the time having a mind-set of fearlessness and a 
feeling of invincibility that one usually has when they are younger. It was late in 
the afternoon on a hot day and she decided to go for a swim. Buoyantly floating 
over each crest with closed eyes, her mind merged with the expansive sea. 



The warm water and hot sun must have lulled her into a languor 
because upon opening her eyes, she was further out into the ocean than she 
realised and concluded there must have been an undertow. The wind had picked 
up and the swells were getting increasingly bigger as if the tide was coming in or a 
storm was brewing pulling the waters. Instantly thinking of sharks she started to 
panic as she swam for the beach and for her life. The sets were coming faster, the 
waves were getting larger, and she was swiftly drifting further along the coast from 
the place where she had entered the water. Lyra struggled against the riptide using 
up all of her strength to fight the waves that kept pounding on top of her. 

Then it came, an enormous monster wave that was impossible to go over and 
inconceivable to out swim, and she knew as it took her under to the bottom that 
she might not come back up again. Holding her breath feeling herself tumbling 
upon the sand, her lungs were about to burst and she did not know which way was 
up after the fouth revolution. 

There was a moment of complete blackness as Lyra rested in Mother Nature's 
depths, swallowed by her sea. She did not panic but instead felt a sense of peace 
even though she knew she was drowning, and flowed in a vast space of 
timelessness, all thoughts draining from her. When she had surrendered 
completely she was jolted back into awareness and suddenly ejected to the surface, 
breathing in the vital air. She was close enough now to the beach to stand up in 
the water but was hardly able to walk onto shore, stumbling, practically crawling in 
the sand. 

Her legs were weak and shaking, her ears full of water and her eyes burned 
with grits of sand. She felt dizzy and tried to regain some composure then walked 
as far as she could to get away from those terrible waters and sat down to rest, 
remaining there for some time in a daze. She was even too exhausted to cry. Every 
emotion was knocked out of her by the violent sea, even her pride. Never again 
would she underestimate the power of nature and never again would she allow her 
ego to become so inflated with arrogance. She thought of a line in a nursery rhyme, 
'Can't catch me I'm the Gingerbread man.' No one is invincible. We all fall. 

Your amour propre will eventually catch up to you and take you down, 
because that's when Lyra had her first taste of crow. It was a bitter banquet but it 
was also a milestone and she was still alive to recount it. Fate is a fickle bitch; 
shell smile upon you one moment then twist it the next. 



Lyra Swan felt she was living her life backwards and 
everything seemed reversed like climbing an upside down tree, 
descending rather than ascending. For her, light is not shining 
down. Instead it is the darkness rising up. She walked lost along a 
path of shadows never glimpsing any clear view of reality, 
smothered by an enveloping poignancy it strangles all sense of 
direction and eradicates any glimmer of hope as if the soul of Lilith 
possesses her utterly. The dark manifests, it is an energy and 
entity of itself. There is no vacuum, the void breathes as if alive 
with a million vile and terrifying things, was this a magickal journey 
from Kether to Malkuth? 



Quitting her position at the firm had been the toughest choice, 
getting a divorce was indisputable. Both however were necessary 
since they happened to work at the same company. All of her 
friends warned her about dating someone at her place of 
employment since it always led to inevitable repercussions. Never 
fish off the same pier. Leaving her ex was the easy choice because 



in retrospect she had realised that she never really loved him, 
mistaking real love for transient emotions that faded like dead roses 
once cut from their life source. 

Lyra's parents retired and moved to Point Piper, New South 
Wales many years ago, leaving her the family house in Midlothian 
that had once belonged to her grandparents, so she left London and 
moved into the old place that held so many happy memories of 
childhood holidays spent with family. 

She needed to keep busy for her own sanity rather than sloth 
around in idleness. Too much time on one's hands causes the 
mind to remembering the past, a past that she wished could be 
erased like a computer file, but even then, there is still a ghost in 
the machine imprinted on its magnets, ghosts that haunt 
throughout eternity. 

She thought she'd take some time to acclimate to Scotland 
and think about what direction her life would take, as long as it 
meant doing something worthwhile to keep her occupied. Having a 
'Monkey Mind', her thoughts tended to ramble on, making her quite 
sick of her own head speak, and needed constant chastising to 
quiet the mind. 

For the past three nights now, reoccurring dreams have 
ghosted her with visions so vivid in detail that it seems more of a 
lost memory than a dream. Still haunted by that dream, she 
walked around the house all morning disconnected from the 
present. 

The nightmare must be from the stress of relocating and the 
change in lifestyle, and she was trying hard to convince herself of 
the logical explanation but somewhere deep inside she knew there 
was a different reason, an even darker purpose that bordered on the 
metaphysical or supernatural. It was a rampant dominion of 
darkness scratching at her door, waiting like a wolf in the night. 



The furniture removers were arriving today so Lyra 
planned to unpack the boxes and arrange everything. She would 
have to buy something to fill the blank spaces on the walls in the 
sitting room where a picture of her grandparents used to hang, as 
well as the missing painting from the bedroom, both which were 
shipped off with her parents down under. 

She wrote a list of things to do along with some ideas 
regarding her future. The day wore on and she began to feel hollow 
as she went through her tasks like an automaton. The removers 
arrived late so she decided to unpack only the clothes and crucial 
items, deferring the nonessentials for another day. She had them 
stack everything in the sitting room, using it as a staging area since 
she had no idea where to put anything at the moment. 

After countless cups of tea, she managed to organise and stow 
things away nicely, then looked for furniture stores on the internet 
to find some decorations or paintings to cover the two bare walls. 
Her search was unsuccessful, everything appeared rather modern 
and the contemporary styles found online would clash awfully with 
her grandparent's old furniture. 

She broke down the empty boxes and took them out to the 
rubbish bin in the garage for recycle then carried one of the heavy 
boxes of books into the study. 

By the time Lyra did the washing up in the kitchen it was 
10.10 pm so she locked up and headed for bed. She tossed and 
turned trying to get comfortable and calm her mind. Thinking of 
starlit nights by the sea, she lay down in the darkness feeling a 
soothing wave wash over her and fell into deep fathoms of sleep as 
if night herself held Lyra in her bosom and lulled her with a 
narcotic calm that transcended layers consciousness and she 
dreamed... 



She opened the black door of an old store in a row of 
shopfronts of a dilapidated old stone building. The black painted wood 
around the windowpanes was just as worn with antiquity as the 
miscellanea of items obscurely displayed through the darkened glass 
windows begrimed with the dust of many ages. 

Immediately she is aware of the fusty smell of dampness, rotting 
wood and worn leather, even the air was antique. Looking around her 
with awe, she surveys the items cluttering the shop, wonderful old things 
tempting her curiosity, enticing her to explore further. 

There are shelves of old books, crystal chandeliers hanging from the 
ceiling with price tags dangling from strings and countless tables littered 
with melange. One table in particular displayed a candelabra adorned 
with cherubs, decorative boxes, a few carved wooden pipes, a brass 
spyglass and a stone statuette of Isis. 

Several curio cabinets lined the wall housing bric-a-brac and a small 
rectangular display case held hatpins, brooches, tortoise shell combs, 
rings and gold pocket watches, but she did not stop to examine any of these 
objects. 

Lyra continued on, walking past a throne chair amongst other odd 
styles of mismatched furniture from different eras, winding her way around 
them as if through a maze. Moving forward with unease she glanced at the 
daunting Scaramouche mask hanging on the wall, it looked wicked and 
gave her a fright. 

She felt herself drawn to a mysterious black door at the rear of the 
shop, mesmerised by some unearthly glamour, and entered it with 
apprehension as if crossing the threshold of a demonic gateway into the 
netherworld. As she stepped through that ancient entry, she had a feeling 
of travelling into another dimension of time. 

It was dark inside save for a sinister dull light emitting from an old 
lamp which revealed a colossal china cabinet with floral designs carved 



into the decaying black wood. The black cabinet had dark yellow stained 
glass doors that concealed the contents within. 

Lyra opened the centre cabinet door and held her breath, gazing at a 
gold framed mirror from foregone times. The glass is dark as if a shadow 
resides within it and she is compelled to stare into the mirror, almost 
searching for something. The shadow begins to move like smoke and she is 
startled that she does not see her own reflexion, but instead it is the image 
of a handsome gentleman dressed in Victorian-style clothing. 

Watching him intently, her eyes fixed in wonder, he does not smile 
and only stares back at her with his absorbing gaze that pierces the core of 
her being. As Lyra reached out to touch the illusion in the glass, a strong 
grip suddenly seized her, forcibly pulling her forward into the darkness, 
engulfed by the shadow in the mirror. 

All was black and she heard herself screaming. Turning around to 
look behind her where the scream had originated from, she gasped in 
horror as she saw herself on the other side of the mirror still in the old 
shop staring back at herself in the dark glass, split in two, existing between 
different dimensions. 



Lyra awoke with a feeling of horror that resonated from 
her dream, and an eerie vibration of dread froze her with shock and 
disbelief. She sat up in silence riding waves of seismic emotions as 
if the earth were rolling in a fluid current and she was swept away 
by an unseen tide, feeling movement even though she was now 
sitting perfectly still. 

She was haunted and disoriented, not recognising the present, 
as if days had gone by and she could not account for the lost time, 
wondering if we really do have alternate realities. Trying to shake 
off the disturbing dream, she got out of bed to begin her morning 
routine. 



She stared at herself in the bathroom mirror and 
contemplated her life more than her image, lapsing into 
retrospection but with no regrets. Growing old was not her idea but 
she supposed we all had to succumb to the natural world. 

She looked out the window at a grey dawn. It was a gloomy 
day and a light rain was falling as the foliage collected silver 
droplets like tiny reflective glass spheres and birds took shelter 
amongst the hazel and rowan trees. 

She stared at the blank bedroom wall in front of her, it was 
bothering her and she really needed to cover that dark patch where 
the missing painting had been or she would have to repaint the 
whole wall, and if she had to repaint the whole wall, she might as 
well hire painters to do the whole house. She decided to get out of 
the house and drive to Edinburgh to look through some antique 
shops to replace the two missing paintings. 

After a long hot shower, Lyra ate a light breakfast and looked 
up a few addresses of antique stores on the internet then drove into 
the city. 

The rain continued as she circled around to find a place 
to park and drove a couple of blocks over cutting through a narrow 
cobbled alleyway in between the buildings when she saw an antique 
shop, though it wasn't one on her list. She slowed the car to have a 
look and her heart raced as she turned the corner and parked. 
Getting out of the car not bothering with a brolly, she walked back 
down the alley in the rain towards a small driveway between two 
separate buildings that ended at a wall. 

She recognised that derelict ancient stone building and the 
three shopfronts that stood in a row, two of which were vacant with 
boarded up windows. She went to the middle shop and noticed the 
black paint on the windowpanes was chipped and weatherworn, but 



what she had not seen in her dream was the black sign hanging 
from wrought iron above the door, it had white letters that read 
'Lasyrith Lubat Kayn' and printed underneath this name was 
'Oddities Shoppe'. 

Glancing passively at the horde of objects in the window she 
reached for the brass knob and opened the black door of the store. 
A crystal chandelier emitted a dim light and several lamps around 
the room added a warm glow but it did nothing to cheer the 
atmosphere. It was solemn and entirely silent but for a repetitious 
ticking from an old hand wound clock. The inside was larger than 
she had expected, there was a black door at the back of the shop on 
the far left and a white door on the back wall at the right side of the 
room. Between the two doors was a sales counter with a jacquard 
curtain behind it, probably leading to a storeroom. 

There was no one about so she began to browse the vast 
salmagundi around her. The shop had a faint hint of Patchouli 
incense in the air and a feeling of familiarity overwhelmed her but 
she did not recognise anything that she had seen in her dream. 
There was furniture everywhere, arranged in small groupings as if 
each were a separate parlour, but the pieces were of varying styles 
and oddly enough, it was pleasing to the eye, adding harmony to 
the chaos. Tables displayed lamps and collectibles and she had the 
feeling that she was in someone's home rather than a retail shop. 

Lyra didn't see anything that she fancied and although there 
were shelves and curios with countless items, there were no 
paintings visible, just a few tapestries that hung on the walls 
amongst Victorian sconces. She walked back towards the front 
door to leave while laughing at herself for overreacting with panic at 
the first sight of the shop. Replaying that dream each night had 
focused her attention upon it so intensely that she was almost 
searching for evidence that it was true and not just her creative 
imagination. 



As she turned her head, she was startled to see a very tall man 
standing behind the counter with a look of amusement on his face 
as though he read her thoughts and understood the nature of her 
humour. He was completely bald, having pale white skin and his 
elongated face had chiselled cheekbones and a prominent nose. 

He moved towards her and his stature was truly 
overwhelming. He may have been in his forties though he seemed 
ageless, his skin was free from wrinkles and his bearing was 
majestic, giving her the opinion of being in the presence of royalty. 
He was inhumanly beautiful like some aeonian god, a far contrast 
from that of Vulcan forging metals in the underworld. 

He wore a long black brocade kurta with black slacks on his 
lean frame and polished black leather shoes that looked expensive. 
She couldn't help feeling intimidate by his size and powerful 
presence, but when he smiled, her alarm and defensiveness melted 
into an overwhelming sense of peace as if some psychic suggestion 
had abolished her fears telepathically. 

"I beg your pardon. I didn't see anyone when I came in, so I 
just had a look around. I hope you don't mind," she said hesitantly, 
afraid of staring at him impolitely. 

"Not in the least. Allow me to introduce myself; I am Lasyrith 
Lubat Kayn, I serve as a custodian here." He said eloquently half 
bowing. 

"Hello, I'm Lyra Swan." 

"It is my utmost pleasure to make your acquaintance my dear 
Lyra. Was there a particular item that you were seeking?" 

His eyes were so light coloured they looked like pale blue 
crystals and at that moment, she knew he must have read her mind 
for a strange energy seemed to pulse around him. He smiled and 
his penetrating gaze looked into her soul and she felt a queer 



tingling sensation down the back of her neck, images of the dream 
flashed in her mind but again a flow of serenity swept over her to 
quell any inquietude. 

"Urn, I guess I was expecting to find something to cover the 
two bare spots on my walls but I didn't see anything that would 
suffice." 

"Please come with me. I have an additional inventory, as you 
can see, the antiques are displayed out front but the oddities are 
stored in the back room. It is wise not to expose such items in the 
display window to those with delicate sensibilities who would fail to 
appreciate them. There are certain things that should remain 
hidden. Perhaps I have just what you are looking for," Lasyrith said 
as his eyes flashed a deep soulless black, then in an instant they 
seemed normal again and she thought it must have been an illusion 
or just a trick of the light. 

He moved his long arms around her in a sweeping motion that 
also blocked the exit to the door, and she turned with trepidation to 
walk beside him as he guided her with noiseless footsteps to the 
black door at the left rear of the shop. He kept perfect step with her 
even though his long legs would normally have taken a much larger 
stride. Lyra felt like a paschal lamb being herded towards the 
slaughter, his tall form guarding her as though he thought she 
might suddenly take flight and escape. 

Lasyrith must have sensed her alarm because he laid his hand 
upon her shoulder and the tension in her neck and shoulders 
relaxed instantly from his touch. 

He extended his hand towards the black door as if offering her 
a choice and asked, "Are you afraid of the dark?" 

"What do you mean?" 



"When you look beyond your world of illusions into other 
dimensions, you must face your shadow self. Everyone has a 
darker half, to see the truth beyond the veil only takes 
remembering, and there are countless sleeping angels incognisant 
of their true nature until they awaken and realise just who they 
really are. Post tenebrous lux." 

Lyra stared at him, mouth gaping like a codfish, she had 
heard but not fully understood what he was saying and her mind 
was still processing his words to ascertain their underlying 
meaning. 

"Who are you?" she asked suspiciously with furrowed brows. 

"Just a traveller who deals in restoration, I collect things on 
my many journeys. There are always those seeking the obscure." 
Lasyrith pointed to the black door in invitation, or rather it was 
more of a silent command, and quoted, 

"Animae, quibus altera fato 1 

Corpora debentur, Lethaci ad fluminis undam 

Securos latices, et longa oblivia potant." 

There was no doorknob, only a large doorknocker with the face 
of a devil. She reached for the knocker feeling rather foolish while 
tapping it lightly three times, and to her astonishment the black 
door swung open on its own, giving her the creeps. Before Lyra 
could turn around to leave, Lasyrith nudged her forward through 
the dark doorway. She was momentarily dizzy and a warping 
sensation gave her the idea of crossing the threshold into a different 
dimension. 



1 "Those souls who for rebirth By Fate are destined, drink from Lethe's stream 
Draughts of forgetfulness and long oblivion." Virgil - Aeneid 



The room was dark except for small nimbus of light from a 
mediaeval candelabra and a small bronze lamp with Tiffany glass 
emitting an otherworldly glow that revealed a vast collection of 
oddities all crammed together. There was a curious black table 
nearby venerating a statue of a clear quartz crystal sphinx. Old 
books, bottles, and numerous queer objects were cluttered on large 
black shelves, but the rest of the room lay deep in the shadows 
concealing any items housed there. Perhaps it was better not to 
know, ignorance is bliss. 

She gasped when her eyes fell upon the massive carved wood 
cabinet from the dream. It had the same dark yellow glass doors. 
The enticement was so strong it filled her with expectation. She 
held her breath as she opened the centre cabinet and gazed at the 
ornate gilt framed mirror, knowing somehow that it would be there. 
She looked into the glass and saw amongst the shadows an image 
of woman sitting on a throne wearing a crown. She swallowed 
hard, her throat was dry and her nerves were tingling with 
electricity. She was in utter disbelief and wondered if she was 
having a paranormal experience. 

"Ah, you have found that which you have been seeking. It is a 
very special piece, for you it may reveal shadows of the past, but I 
have another intriguing prise that may interest you," said Lasyrith 
Lubat Kayn as he reached towards a stack of paintings leaning up 
against the wall, pulling one out from the middle in a swift yet 
graceful movement. 

It was hard for Lyra to take her eyes away from the mirror and 
she reluctantly gave her attention to the painting that was 
presented to her. At first glance, it appeared to be a plain and 
uninteresting country landscape with a small dwelling and a 
mountain far off in the distant background, but on closer 
examination, an unexplainable feeling of enchantment overwhelmed 
her and she was attracted to it as if it was somehow familiar. 



Lasyrith pointed his long manicured finger at the canvas and 
said in a mesmerising voice, "I see that it holds a certain fascination 
for you. The scenery depicted here is between Rennes-les-Bains 
and Rennes-Le-Chateau with the Pic de Bugarach behind it as if 
keeping watch and guarding its secrets. I am sure both the 
painting and the mirror will look exceptional on your bare walls, will 
they not?" 

"Why yes, they'll do rather nicely, they're actually perfect but I 
must ask the price as they may be beyond what I had planned to 
spend," Lyra said with some reservation. She was not one to haggle 
at a bazaar nor was she a wastrel, moderation has always been the 
key. 

He smiled and his lip curled in amusement as if he was about 
to laugh but it froze on his mouth instead, then he looked directly 
into her eyes and said, "There are things beyond price that men 
frivolously toss aside and others that are insignificant trifles which 
men would kill for, never seeing the value of a pearl of great price. 

"I assure you the cost is fair and I insist that you take them 
both without further discussion of payment. Why not see how they 
will work with for you. I will never ask more than what you are 
willing to pay, and if they do not complement your rooms, you have 
only to return them." The candlelight nickered reflecting in his eyes 
and for a moment, they went completely black then shone again like 
celestite. 

"Thank you for your consideration but it would probably be 
easier if I just paid you for them right now." 

"Really I insist," Lasyrith 's tone inferred he would not be 
refused. 

She stammered not knowing what to say as if making a 
bargain with the devil, "Uh, um, I guess that will be fine. Let me 



give you my credit card number so if I decide to keep them you can 
just charge my card." 

"That is quite unnecessary Lyra, might I suggest that you 
retain them a few weeks and the next time you are in the area you 
can stop by and give me your decision then." Lasyrith's pupils 
appeared to expand and contract in the glowing candle flames. 

"Very well, let me bring my car around so I can get them 
loaded in." 

Her gaze went back to the mirror in the cabinet then she 
turned walking through the dark room and as she passed by the 
black table, Lyra could not help examining the statue of the crystal 
sphinx and let her fingers caress the cold polished stone. 

"Beautiful is it not? Do not be devoured by the Sphinx, but 
learn its riddle instead." Lasyrith was suddenly by her side, but 
she had not seen him move, he came upon her silently like a 
stealthy cat hunting its prey. 

"Yes, lovely. I can't seem to take my eyes away from it," she 
agreed with him and withdrew her touch. 

"It is settled then, it is yours, you were meant to have it." 

Lasyrith gestured towards the black door and escorted her 
through the various oddities back into the room of antiques then 
opened the front door of the shop for her. Feeling dismissed, a 
thought popped into her mind of being in a queue with the cashier 
calling, "Next." A deal with the devil indeed! 

"I will wrap your acquisitions and bring them out to you," he 
said with a curled smirk of his mouth, and Lyra swore he could 
read her mind. 

"Thank you," she said with genuine gratitude and hurried 
down the alley in the drizzle. 



Minutes later she returned with the car and was surprised to 
see Lasyrith standing in the doorway with packages already 
wrapped up in brown paper. She could not fathom how he could 
have moved so fast and she just sat in the car staring at him in 
amazement until he smiled, shaking her out of momentary 
paralysis when she beheld that omnipotent grin. 

Lasyrith loaded the three packages into the boot and they said 
farewells. She drove away in a cloud of mental confusion, her mind 
as brumous as the grey sky. She was starving and when looking at 
the clock she could not believe her eyes, it was already after three 
o'clock. Lyra could have sworn she had only been in that shop for a 
half an hour or an hour at the absolute max. She had come into 
town just after breakfast, how could have time slipped by? 

Before returning home, she stopped at a restaurant for 
Tapas and mulled over the bizarre encounter with the strange 
trader while she ate. The whole idea of it was so surreal she was 
having a bit of difficulty processing the experience. It seemed 
unreal to have seen the same shop from her dream and finding that 
mirror was even more implausible. 

A man in old clothes at the table next to her interrupted her 
dining experience by leaning over to offer his critique of her food 
and the selection of dishes she had ordered, and Lyra flinched as he 
spoke. He had prehistoric beast breath, like some ancient woolly 
mammoth that was frozen for thousands of years then thawed out, 
releasing a foul gas like a demon's breath. 

It was positively revolting, akin to the stench of the Hydra's 
breath that could kill both man and beast. She could not endure it 
another second and said, "I beg your pardon," getting up instantly 
to remove herself from his presence and hastily walked away 
towards to the cashier to pay while resenting the words of apology, 



for she felt it was he who should be begging her pardon for his 
horrific odour. She turned to look back at the man who was now 
staring at her intently and smiling, his eyes flashed red as if from a 
photograph with a camera flash. They were the red eyes of a 
demon. 



After arriving home, she unloaded the parcels from the 
car. The mirror was heavier than she realised and of course, it was 
of no consequence to Lasyrith who was holding all of the items as if 
they weighed no more than a feather. She retrieved a hammer and 
some wall hangers from the toolbox in the garage then tore off the 
paper from the enchanted painting of the mysterious French 
landscape and hung it in the sitting room. 

She turned the painting over and noticed the wood backing 
was coming off the heavy frame, some of the nails that held the 
back on were missing and the wood was splitting around the nail 
holes. She was afraid if she hung it from the wire the weight of it 
would pull off the wood backing, and so she decided to remove the 
wood entirely and nail it on again in different spots, reattaching it 
onto the frame without reusing the same holes. 

When she removed the back, there was a gap between the 
canvas and the wood backing, the frame had a depth of about seven 
centimetres. Lodged inside the cavity was an old black leather book 
that someone had secreted away. Lyra picked up the book 
inquiringly and opened it, the pages were old and the paper was 
faded in some places and stained in others. She flipped through 
pages examining the book with intrigue, wondering what mystery it 
contained since someone went through the trouble of stashing it. It 
was a handwritten diary entitled 'Nuances Eternelles de Nuit'. 

After reattaching the backing to the frame, she hung it up and 
stared at the picture not really ensuring if it was straight but 



because it was captivating, although normally a landscape picture 
would have struck her as just a dull and ordinary scene of the 
countryside. She stood at the back of the room and examined it 
from a different perspective noting that the hand-carved frame 
blended well with the old furniture, making the painting a perfect 
addition to the room. It covered the dark spot on the wall entirely. 
What were the odds? 

The painting was absorbing her, there was something strange 
about it that was scratching at the back of her mind, the more she 
looked at it, she began to see a shadowy form that seemed to be 
hiding in the trees beyond the small dwelling, and it looked like a 
dark ghostly form. Moving forward to get a closer look at the 
canvas, Lyra shuttered suddenly overcome by an intense 
foreboding. Up close, the form appeared to be just a patch of shade 
amongst the foliage, but the sinister feeling of it remained. 

She shook off her hellish imaginings and proceeded to the 
bedroom, placing the black leather journal on the bedside table and 
the crystal sphinx on the shelf of the chiffonier then hurriedly 
removed the wrapping from the mirror. There was white card with 
black script partially stuck under the gilded frame. 



Lasyrith Lubat Kayn 
Oddities Shoppe 



Lyra went about completing the task of hanging the 
mirror above the bureau on the wall across from the bed, wondering 
if it was such a good idea. She would see herself in the mirror 
when she sat in the bed and imagined the horror of viewing her 
ghastly image upon waking each morning. She cleaned the glass 
using bottled water with a tad of vinegar removing the fingerprints 
from it with a microfibre cloth. 

The mirror was old but the glass was surprisingly in good 
condition with only a few spots usually seen in antiques. She 
looked into the glass discovering a deep shadow as if the glass was 
ebonised and she tilted it towards the light trying to make the 
shadow disappear but it only got darker, absorbing all light around 
it like a black hole devouring stars. 

Lyra still had to deal with the boxes in the sitting room so 
she opted for tackling one at a time, unpacking them at her leisure 
starting with the box of books in the study. She found her wedding 
album in the box and took it out to the rubbish bin, having no 
qualms about erasing the past and started by denying any memory 
of it. 

One of the bookcases had a locked cupboard at the bottom so 
she retrieved the spare key ring from the drawer of the utility room, 
trying each one that looked likely enough to fit it. When she finally 
got it open she was astounded to find the family's skeletons 
revealed, upon examination of a row of old books on metaphysics 
and the occult, and she shouted out loud half expecting his ghost 
could hear her, "Why Granddad, you old devil!" 

Her life was surely taking a strange turn as she found herself 
led from one aberrant string of events to another, incredulously 
forced into the world of the paranormal, and now speculating about 
what else her grandfather might have been dabbling in while he was 



still alive. Perhaps she should go to the attic and do some snooping 
in the chests and closets amongst her grandparents old belongings. 

She laughed at the poor dear knowing now that he had a 
penchant for the arcane and wondered what scandalous revelations 
her relatives would expose after she was gone and thought maybe 
she should leave them some juicy fabrications to shock the 
daylights out of them while she's laughing in her grave. 

While rummaging through the boxes in the sitting room, Lyra 
realised it was meaningless stuff she really didn't need or use. It 
was hardly worth the effort of integrating them in with the other 
household items so she clambered up the stairs to the attic to store 
the remaining stuff, doubting that she would ever find the need to 
retrieve anything in the future. She could not believe how much 
materialistic junk she had accumulated throughout her life, all 
these 'things' were like a weight dragging her down, and here she 
was towing it around with her like a ball and chain, wondering 
whether she really needed all of this low vibrational, dense matter 
crap. 

After hauling it to the attic she chided herself for being so 
daft, she should donate what would be useful to others and then 
tossed the rest to free herself from this unwanted mass. What was 
even more absurd is that she had paid quite a bit to have removers 
transport all of these useless 'things' from London, only to have 
absolutely no place to put them other than the attic, rubbish bin or 
a charity yard sale. How thick can one get? 

It made her wonder about too much attachment to the petty 
accoutrements of this world. Was life so empty that she had to 
fulfil it with amassing a material hoard like a greedy dragon 
guarding his treasures? Moreover, here she was buying even more 
stuff adding the crystal statue, the painting and that strange mirror 
to the pile, although at least they did find a place on the walls and 
shelf instead of being stored as otiose bits and bobs in the attic. 



Lyra made tea and relaxed. Still marginally full from a 
late lunch at the restaurant, she just ate some tabbouleh with 
Arabic bread while checking emails on the laptop as well as looking 
up phone numbers for charities to relieve her of the many trivial 
objects. Mind over matter indeed! 

Is it a wave or a particle? Is the reality of matter just an 
illusion of the mind? She decided to detach from materialism, 
viewing the world around her like a hotel room, it may be a finely 
decorated suite or a cheap roadside dive. Either way, she thought 
of herself as just a visitor on earth using rooms while she was here 
without attaching any importance to it, thereby making it easier to 
let go of it and walk away. 

She was just a traveller on a journey, trapped in a prison of 
this earthly plane and drawn to all the petty little things in a 
holographic illusion. These things around her were only theatre 
props, so each time she was tempted by materialism she will chant 
her motto like a mantra, 'Life is a Hotel Room." 

While sipping tea and meditating, she concluded that moving 
to Scotland had been the right decision. Lyra hungered for a 
change; she would learn to live at a slower pace absorbing the 
environment around her and planned to spend a lot of time in the 
garden. The groundskeeper could tend to the trimming and 
mowing but she wanted to care for some of the beds herself and 
fancied to have her own little plot for planting. Thus, adding 
another item to the chore list to have a word with the gardener. 

It was getting late so Lyra got ready for bed and as she passed 
by the mirror, she thought she saw something move out of the 
corner of her eye. Sucking in breath, she turned around to look 
into the glass but she saw only her own haunted image surrounded 
by a deep shadow. 



It was disturbing to think that she was seeing things, but then 
what reasonable explanation was there other than being all alone in 
an old house with a creepy mirror that she'd dreamt about and 
found coincidently in a mysterious shop that had an even stranger 
owner who gave her the jitters. 

She laughed it off then got into bed and saw the black book on 
the bedside table, so she adjusted the pillows, picked up 'Nuances 
Eternelles de Nuit' and read part of the diary. 

Lyra wiped the tears from her eyes, reading about the 
languished soul who wrote those words caused her a deep empathy. 
His pain, she could feel his pain as though he was bleeding through 
his very words, dripping down the pages. Lyra got up feeling 
depressed and headed for the kitchen to make some camomile tea 
to help her sleep. 

As she passed by the antique mirror, she was spooked at 
the sudden image of a hand reaching out from the dark glass 
towards her, touching it from the other side as if trying to caress 
her cheek in the reflexion, she was startled, taking a step back and 
the illusion faded. She cried even harder as her emotions whirled 
into a maelstrom of sadness and despair. 

She sat in the kitchen for a while having her tea then went 
into the study to see if her granddad's secret books had anything 
about ghosts in them. It was so late already and she did not really 
feel like reading an entire book, so instead rapidly skimmed 
through each one to get the gist of what kind of information resided 
within those pages. 

Apparently, from what she gathered, the paranormal genuinely 
existed for these people and they defended it emphatically providing 
accounts of manifestations and insights regarding the astral plane. 
She thought about angels and demons, did they really exist as well? 



Her mind recounted a myriad of reflexions and she wondered what 
other mysteries she would discover about the spiritual world. 

Disturbing influences from the beyond were definitely 
contacting Lyra and she knew there had to be more than this dull 
life on earth. Maybe the world was just a projection, like moving 
images on a screen, just the shadow of the real, an obverse reflexion 
of the light, and we're all barking mad living the same delusion! 

She went back upstairs to the bedroom and looked into the old 
mirror, staring at her image and asked of it, "Who are you?" 

She went back into bed closing off her senses while trying to 
calm the thoughts spinning around in her mind, that took on forms 
of gnarled trees with twisted vines and roots that burrowed in 
earth's abysmal shrine. Through Gaia's cavernous depths did she 
wander, and then in the Acheronian darkness she fell into slumber 
and dreamed... 



She climbed a ladder with seven golden stairs towards a bewitching 
antique mirror, and was awestricken by a splendiferous being who motioned her 
forward. She went closer to the mirror but the great guardian was moving away, 
then turned and gestured to her again before fading into the darkness. 

She reached her hand out to the mirror, still not seeing her image but only a 
dark shadow. There was no solid glass, her hand touching nothing as she 
propelled through the gilded frame and floated ecstatically into the black mists 
without fear. 

A cube of space surrounded her in total pitch and at its centre was absolute 
timelessness, she did not look back at the past nor did she look forward to the 
future but instead, rested in the womb of eternity where aspirations are born. 
Every traveller here is an artist, this cubical kingdom his canvas to create his 
thought forms into matter painting his future, his masterpiece, and the delusion of 
matter being just the product of the gaoled mind. 




The Fortuneteller 



Circa 1 9QO's 



I had a strange dream that I was in Istanbul, it was so real that I resolved to record my 
tale as the old gypsy woman from the dream instructed me. I happened upon her in a back- 
alley bazaar of the old quarter. This was not the first time I found myself mysteriously 
inveigled into a strange place and if you read on you will understand my somewhat apathetic 
acceptance of the supernatural. 



I was wandering the streets feeling 
discontent and irresolute as the Aksam Ezam 
rang out mellifluously over the temperate 
tiger lily sky. 

Not caring where I was going, chance 
led me down an ancient cobbled street where 
an old woman beckoned me from a dark 
corner. The beldame took me by surprise, no 
one ever sought me out, and I always kept to 
myself. I kept to the shadows. 




She wore colourful ill-assorted clothing with a floral scarf wrapped haphazardly around her 
hoary head, long plaits of grey hair entwined with strips of red fabric hanging down around her 
neck that was bedizened with strands of cheap jewellery. I remained silent humouring her and took 
a seat in a battered wooden chair with a worn virid cushion having faded fringe of which most of 
the tassels were missing. 



She sat opposite me at a small table then reaching underneath it, took my hand in 
her leathery palm and rested it upon the table with hers still in clutch. 

"I can see that the devil has pissed on you." 

I could not supress a laugh at the banality of her words, while nevertheless 
wondering if she really knew how true they were. 

"Is it that obvious?" I asked with a certain grim amusement, but the mirth 
quickly left me turning into a doleful countenance and I struggled to maintain my 
comportment. I was about to get up and leave but she gripped my hand tighter. 

"I can also see that all is not lost, there is hope yet, please stay and hear what the 
cards will unveil." 

She relaxed her grip and I went still as she stared at me with eyes the colour of 
chrysoprase. Those olive-green gems bore into my very soul and I knew she spoke the 
truth even if it was only her belief, but I was intrigued enough to stay and listen. What 
else did I have to do? What else did I have to lose? Nothing. 

"Very well, I will listen at your insistence," I said as I relaxed leaning back in the 
chair, she released her hold on me then reached for a deck of tarot cards. 

I was sceptical and took her for an obscurantist like most soothsayers who never 
commit to precise details since there was safety in vagueness and each individual 
could construe a different meaning. I already knew my fate and what abomination had 
cursed me, but did she? 

The gypsy proceeded to recount events in my life speaking very slowly in 
mesmeric tones while flipping the cards over and laying them upon the table with just 
as much intensiveness. 



I listened patiently, although my mind was wandering through the vivid scenes of 
my haunted memories, recollecting the past horrors that had assailed me. When she 
came to the last card she paused drawing upon my anticipation as if she were about to 
reveal some great mystery and expected me to hang on her every word, but instead I 
just raised my left eyebrow quizzically and smirked with mocking indifference. 

"It is for this card alone that our paths have crossed, for in it holds the thread of 
possibility and your chance for redemption, but that choice is for you to make, I can 
only show you the path. You must first take action in order to achieve this desired 
outcome, for every cause has an effect. 

"Do not despair any longer my old friend, for in this card lies your only hope. 
What you are seeking is in another time and place. You must return from whence you 
came and the answer will be revealed to you." 

A glint of promise shone in her perspicacious green eyes and I felt a keen sense 
of optimism, but then it was tempered by doubts, not daring to believe the 
encouragement of her words only to become disappointed with false asseverations that 
never came true. I sighed heavily and she must have sensed my resolve because she 
suddenly stood up chuntering and pointed her crooked brown finger at me. 

"Mark my words old one, seize this opportunity that will save you from your 
plight, you will never have another. Now listen attentively, the first thing you must do 
is relate the story of your demise and your liberator will manifest. You have nothing to 
lose, just TRY." 

She continued with her instructions and I nodded humbly submitting to her 
advice of my own volition, cognisant of the fact that I was left with no alternatives. I 
presented her with money but she refused even though it was a large sum and only 
shook her head smiling at me. "Not all are adversaries." She patted my shoulder as I 
stood and walked out of the hovel with a meek disposition then went out into the star 
filled night no longer cursing the heavens for my fate. Hope, she had given me hope. 



I awoke and bestirred myself to commence my tale, taking you through the gates 
of hell with me. I will write through the dark hours each night until my story has been 
told. I am chainless but bound to this forsaken eternity like Prometheus in everlasting 
punishment awaiting his blessed release, and this also being my one desire, to be set 
free. My personal war rages as each hour I wrestle with unbridled forces, my thoughts 
made incarnate and my demons manifest in this uncontrolled dominion of darkness. 
These may be things beyond your comprehension, but perhaps you may understand 
when you read the events that had befallen me. 

The old woman told me I would be writing this diary to the one who will cross 
destines with me. That one is you. Since time does not exist for me, I only have to 
wait for you to read my tale, and leave my fate in your hands. 

Therefore, My Dear One, I will attempt to recount the events that have brought 
me to my current state, forgive me if I fail to stay apposite in the telling of my tale, but 
such reflexions tend to engulf me with sentimentalism and despondency that stems 
from existing in an eternity of solitude and darkness. 

I ask not for your sympathy, for the devil cares for none, but only for your 
understanding. I hope for such a miracle, as your light alone can redeem me from this 
fate of everlasting night, though I dare not demand it of you. Your promised coming is 
my only refuge to vanquish these soul-corroding fears of helplessness and dispelling 
my woe on this earthly plane, this sphere of terrestrial decay. My senses are numbed 
by the loss of light and this darkness holds only torment and destruction, be then my 
light, my beacon to guide me home. 

If you fain to seek me out, I wait in the shadows my Dear One, ever I have been 
waiting for you in these unfading days, in these Eternal Shades of Night. 

Yours throughout eternity, 

Zaethian Laurent Sale 




Circa 1 9QO's 

I alighted the steps of the Royal Opera House into a moderate 
summer night's breeze and being restless, told my driver that I preferred to 
stroll giving him instructions to meet me outside the Savoy Hotel after an 
hour or so, and then I walked aimlessly down the streets with no 
destination in mind. 

I was forty-two and still a bachelor, finding no fulfilment in the 
seemingly endless teas, the same gentry at the club declaiming the same 
arguments over opposing politics, country shoots and countless balls that 
society had to offer. Being an eligible bachelor with a small fortune made 
me vulnerable to the machinations of other men's meddlesome wives who 
made it their own personal crusade to see that I was satisfactorily settled to 
some daughter of one friend or another. 

I was beset by tiresome females whose only pursuit in life was to 
marry, thus arranging more tiresome teas and social engagements for me to 
attend. I baulked at the thought of them planning my life and treating me 
like a lapdog carried around from one function to another all the while 
expecting me to engage in stultiloquy with insincere people. 

Tonight was the last straw, having yet another senseless debutante 
foisted upon me with nothing more to discuss other than pointless gossip 
that mainly entailed her self-righteous criticism of her peers and the latest 
fashions, while Mrs Manadersal made all too blatant statements of how 
lovely she would look in this season's bridal attire. It was a harrowing 
experience to endure. I needed a bas bleu who could speak eloquently and 
discuss my interests, share my dreams and know my soul, not some 
mindless ninny whose greatest attribute is her embroidery. 



It was this final onerous encounter that I averred to remove myself 
from the pomposity of polite society rather than suffer through anymore of 
their rather impolite schemes. I felt like faire le diable a quatre as half of 
my mind would argue against the casuistry of the other half trying to 
convince myself I was in the right, thus justifying any decisions and 
subsequent actions. I grew bolder and more self-assured refusing to be 
deterred from my indefatigable desire to leave London and decorum be 
hanged! I would have my servants refuse all callers, give no forwarding 
address and rudely leave all correspondences unanswered. I smiled to 
myself embracing this new rash behaviour with relish. Alea iacta est. 1 

I passed Drury Lane and walked down Great Queen Street when I 
noticed an eerie dim light emitting from a storefront window down a 
narrow back street. I approached the black brick building inquisitively to 
have look inside the window wondering if they conducted business so late 
at night. A black sign with white letters hung from worked iron that read 
'Lasyrith Lubat Kayn, Oddities Shoppe '. 

I surveyed the items in the display window where a multitude of 
foreign objects competed for space, most of which were stacked upon one 
another haphazardly. My gaze attracted to an obsidian sphinx statue 
shinning like black glass and I became startled when large hands with long 
fingers picked up the sphinx holding it out to me as an offering. 

I looked up to see the owner of those hands, but he was so tall only 
his midsection was visible through the window. I tried the brass knob on 
the black door and finding it unlocked I stepped inside. The room was 
dimly lit by sconces on the walls that gave off dull olive and yellow rays 
obscuring the store with an oily vapour. Through the endless mass of 
furnishings, I noticed two doors on the back wall, a black door at the left- 
hand side and a white door was on the right. 



The die has been cast. 



The man who stood in front of me was of prepossessing appearance 
and considerable height. I was humbled not just by his enormity, but by 
his mien. He was completely bald and his eyes were pale chalcedonic 
blue, and attired in an all-black foreign costume one would see in the east. 

He approached extending his arm to hand me the obsidian sphinx and 
said, "Welcome good sir, Lasyrith Lubat Kayn at your service. I see the 
statue appeals to you and of course, I knew instantly you were destined to 
have it. Please take it. I have much more to show you." 

"I am pleased to make your acquaintance sir, I am Zaethian Sale," I 
replied, removing my hat and gloves holding out my hand for him to shake 
but instead he deposited the black statue in my grasp. He must have 
sensed my hesitancy because he put his hand on my shoulder in a 
reassuring gesture while guiding me forward through the shop towering 
over me with his honorificabilitudinitatibus. 2 

He was by no means pushing me with any force of his hand, but I felt 
he was guiding me by compulsion through the giant maze created from 
materialistic enticements of manmade excess as if he was trying to tempt 
me with all these worldly goods. The room was packed with a nimiety of 
antiques and I strolled through them impassively carrying the sphinx with 
detached interest as cold as the black stone. 

There were suits of armour amongst the vast collection of items as 
well as tapestries, amphorae, rococo furniture, mantle clocks, a Phrygian 
statue of Pan and various items from the east including an elaborately 
carved wooden elephant from India. 

We halted in front of the white door at the back wall of the shop and 
Lasyrith asked, "Is there nothing else your heart desires?" 

I looked down at the black sphinx in my hand then gazed up into his 
silvery eyes that flashed black and soulless for a moment then turned to 
milky ice blue, and I felt as though he was studying me, reading the very 
depths of my soul. 

2 

The quality of deserving honour or respect; characterized by honour. 



I remained silent unable to answer, my life was devoid of something 
but I knew not what. I was unsatisfied and yearning to fill this emptiness, 
finding naught in this world to slake my need, nor was there any solace to 
be had in the company of the beau monde. 

I merely shook my head in a negative indication and he pointed his 
fingers at the white door in invitation, "Please, open it of your own free 
will and accord." 

Not knowing what lay beyond, I approached with much reservation 
opening the door slowly stepping inside a space of total pitch so dark I 
could not see in front of me. 

"What the devil is this all about?" I asked more out of dread than 
curiosity." 

"You must let go of everything and just trust." 

I paused to consider the underlying meaning of his abstruse words, 
and with a slight pressure of his hand squeezing my shoulder I experience 
an instant relaxation as if from a narcotic effect. 

The door closed behind us and with his hand still upon my shoulder, 
Lasyrith guided me through the dark chamber then pulled me gently to a 
halt and stood behind me with both his hands resting upon my shoulders. 
As I stared into the absolute blackness there appeared a sudden glow of 
light in front of me that now revealed what the darkness had hid, like a 
glimpsing the mystic sun shining at midnight. 

"Post mediam noctem visus, cum somnia vera, " Lasyrith uttered in 
a mellisonant voice. 



A vision after midnight when dreams are true. (Horrace) 



We were standing in front of a table, housing small black glass 
mirror on a stand having a round decorative silver frame approximately 
twenty-three centimetres, about the size of a dinner plate and strangely 
illumed from within. The light projected out seemingly from another 
dimension into the chamber, which now showed a faint ghost of my image 
in the black mirror surrounded by a halo of light. 

I picked up the mirror tilting it in examination wondering if it had 
been crafted from obsidian and as I looked at Lasyrith's reflexion in it, he 
no longer appeared in his black clothing but glimmered as though entirely 
enveloped in light. I had the impression that his former appearance was 
just a shadow of the persona that was now standing behind me. 

He stood bathed in a brightness so incomprehensible I was astounded 
with disbelief, "How can this be possible, what type of lamp illumes so, it 
is not like any electric light I have ever seen?" I asked as quiescence 
swept over me calming my anxious soul. 

"This is merely a vision of the light of Heredom. For you this dark 
mirror may show the light of future. Does it not gladden your heart and 
ease your burdens?" 

I knew that he had spoken the truth because from the moment I 
entered through the doorway and beheld the light, all the cares of the world 
ceased to exist and an impression struck me that all knowledge was just 
reflected light, seeing it with my shadow sight. I felt like I was in another 
dimension so far from this earthly plane that even thoughts of it could not 
reach my mind, as all of my attentions lay focused on the awe-inspiring 
light surrounding me. 

"I feel at peace," I said with effort. I did not want to speak, I just 
wanted to absorb the silence but Lasyrith continued, breaking the blissful 
spell. 

"You live in the shadow world my friend. I only show you that 
which could be, to inspire you to sail your celestial ship across the night to 



receive the light of the blazing star. One must go through the Mystical 
Night in order to find truth." 

"Who are you really?" I asked eyeing him dubiously. 

"Just a traveller who finds lost things and restores them," Lasyrith 
said with a mischievous grin. "Please come with me." 

He led me away from the black mirror that radiated such wonderful 
light into the dingy storefront with its piled up earthly wares and I became 
dysthymic as I moved out of the light and back into the shadowy world 
knowing I had just seen a glimpse of what was missing in my life. It was 
light. I needed more light. 

The illumination around Lasyrith had faded revealing his stark black 
clothing once again. I followed him to a counter at the centre of the shop 
that had an old curtain behind it where he entered for a moment then 
reappeared slinking through the curtain like a lithesome lynx holding a 
white card in his hand. 

I would like you to become acquainted with someone who can be 
most helpful to you, his information on the back. You will find him there 
tomorrow night, please hand him my card and he will know that I have sent 
you. 

I took the card from him with a multitude of questions in my mind, 
but before I could ask a single one, he spoke interrupting my thoughts. 

"You must simply trust." 

Lasyrith put his hands together with his fingers interlocking in front 
of him taking a meditative attitude almost signalling me that our business 
had been concluded and I had the impression that he was giving me a 
mental push to leave. 

Amused and yet a little annoyed, I read the black script printed on 
the white card, 'Lasyrith Lubat Kayn, Oddities Shoppe ' with an Egyptian 
ankh underneath, and on the back was the name and location for the 
gentleman he intended me to meet. 



I reached into my jacket for my wallet to pay for the statue I was still 
holding, when he stopped me with a wave of his hand. 

"If you please, I would like to purchase the curious mirror and this 
sphinx of course," I said pulling out a stack of banknotes. 

"I will wrap up the mirror and see that it is delivered to you, but 
please take the sphinx with you, I insist. You should keep the sphinx close 
by you each night. Just as you were destined to find your way here this 
evening, you will perhaps discover your fate may be connected with the 
mirror, perhaps it will reveal the light in its dark depths. There are no 
coincidences, only causality and the grand reality, Sapientia Dei.''' 4 

I thanked him and gave him my card with my home address in 
Mayfair assuming that he intended to bill me on account. He escorted me 
to the front door, and I walked out into the night carrying my black sphinx 
trying to assimilate the peculiarity of that strange establishment and its 
proprietor. 

As I walked back to my waiting carriage, I thought about the vision 
in the magick black mirror. I must have experienced a mystical encounter 
of some kind and no logical argument of my mind could negate it or deny 
it, I knew the validity of it to the very core of my being and I secretly 
wished to be holding the mirror right now rather than the statue. 

When I arrived at the Savoy my driver had been fraught with worry 
that I had not arrived at the expected time, and being gone for such a 
period, was about to inform the constabulary thinking that I may have been 
assailed by a ruffian and lying somewhere unconscious. I looked at my 
pocket watch, it was three forty-five in the morning and I knew I could not 
have been away for so long since I had left the opera early, excusing 
myself around ten o'clock feigning a matter of urgency so I would not have 
to socialise afterwards. 

4 Wisdom of God. 



I could have sworn I had not been in the shopfront for that long, just 
past midnight at the latest, but I somehow lost time I could not account for. 
I compared watches with my driver's on the speculation that perhaps my 
watch had failed although our times were fairly matched so this could not 
have been the case. 

While riding in the carriage I examined the statue with my hands 
feeling the features of the cold stone, it was about the size of a biscuit tin 
and surprisingly heavy. I was wondering why I had been pressed upon to 
lug around this heavy object and why the merchant did not offer to deliver 
it with the mirror. I stared at it in the darkness and felt a sense of 
surrender while listening to hooves ring on cobbled stones in a rhythmic 
beat lulling me into trance-like state dissolving my beliefs about reality. 

I arrived home nonplussed and exhausted falling asleep before the 
coming of dawn drifting into a dream not of day but of endless night, 
where dark stars born of heathen antiquity ruled the skies and mighty 
Saturn holding the sands of time sought to sway my earthly demise and as 
his black cube enclosed around me. 

I petitioned the obsidian sphinx to reveal the answers to all her 
riddles and make me wise as I fell asleep and dreamed... 

I felt myself floating through a gateway into a desert of black 
sand and celestial starlight shone like bejewelled angels upon on a giant 
obsidian sphinx that whispered the breath of life in a riddled tongue. I 
stared at its glassy blackface seeing myself mirrored in its eyes and an 
eerie halo engulfed it, suddenly becoming a vehicle of light soaring like a 
great lion journeying on waves of the sun. 

Before me was a great pyramid that was a vault of time, and entering 
inside the unlit chamber, robed figures appeared to me in the visible 
darkness and sounds of their invocation of some dark liturgy echoed all 
around. They chanted in a G-note that resonated from this realm below to 



the dimensions above and the waves of vibration harmonised beyond the 
veil, their intoned words becoming a seed manifesting into potentiality to 
bring their orisons into reality, and I listened with morbid fascination 
realising I was attending my own funerary rites. 

I was placed in a cubical stone like a tomb, sealed in the 
sarcophagus, the lid sliding above me and the sands of time began flowing 
backwards as I reviewed my life 's memories of every word and deed. I 
continued to regress until I reached a central point where all thought 
ceased and there was only the silence of my soul resting in a collapsing 
star field radiating with dark energy from an opposite universe of negative 
matter devoid of light and devouring all time. 

I began to panic experiencing a terror greater than any mortal fear 
imaginable, whatever horrific presence was in this abode, it did not want 
me here and I cried out from the depths of my spirit to be freed from this 
abominable astral prison. Then to my fortunate relief I saw a pyramid 
radiating with bluish-white light, flashing like streaks of lightening across 
my cell of eternal darkness and I was swept away into a place of bright 
light, my hands now holding pentagons of power. 



I awoke to a blinding light. The afternoon sun was piercing 
through my window in a hot blaze that hurt my eyes. I must have forgotten 
to close the curtains before retiring. I had slept through most of the day 
but I still possessed a lack of vitality, feeling disconnected from the 
present due to the bizarre visit to that uncommon shop, and the 
overwhelming experience of my dream. I remained aloof until evening 
wondering what other occurrences would be subjected to. 



I went downstairs to the library and saw the card next to the obsidian 
sphinx that I had deposited on the desk. I picked up the card flipping it 
over to read the backside. 



I arrived at the club at the precise time where I was escorted 
immediately to a private drawing room and announced to Count Aristos 
Argotscoli. He gave me an enthusiastic welcome and after presenting 
Lasyrith's card to him, he acted as though he had been expecting me from 
the conversation that followed. 



Count Argotscoli had a striking appearance being fashionable dressed 
in finely tailored clothes, he had a high forehead with receding hairline and 
wore his black hair slicked back with medium sideburns. His brown eyes 
were penetrating, looking over his pointed nose, and his dark prominent 
eyebrows gave him a sinister look though the impression fading when he 
smiled with full lips accented by a short black moustache. He stood at 
medium height when he rose to greet me. 

He was an animated character, speaking rapidly while waving his 
arms about as if the gestures articulated his words, captivating me with his 
personal magnetism. Not once did he mention or discuss the strange trader 
Lasyrith Lubat Kayn, he evaded my endless questions, and instead made 
inquiries regarding the intimacies of my own life, which I now admit, I had 
been unable to refuse him any detail. I assumed he had used a form of 
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mesmerism to compel me to expose such personal feelings that a 
gentleman would rarely express in confidence even to his closest of 
friends. 

When he had extracted my confession of fastidium vitae 5 from me, 
he offered me sanctuary as his guest at his estate in Scotland and assured 
me it would be a haven for contemplation and growth. He explained he 
was going abroad for some time and felt it would be an essential cure for 
my malaise as long as I was not the nervous type that is easily disturbed by 
the unexplainable. 

"Whatever do you mean by that?" I asked. 

"Necis quid serus vesper vehat, " 6 Count Argotscoli said concealing 
his remark with the waving of his hand as if to ward off any further 
explanation. 

I smiled at his obscurum per obscuris supressing my laugh because 
I did not wish to offend him as he handed me his card with his address in 
Scotland. There was a triangle with symbols and letters printed on the 
back that one might associate with the magickal arts. 

"I give you complete liberty of the place, please feel free to explore 
to your heart's content and perhaps you will find something to fill your 
void. There are three paths to beauty my dear friend, and it is the angel of 
temperance that lies between the devil and death. 

I shall not be able to greet you for I am leaving post-haste, but will 
return to check up on you if I can. A small staff of servants will see to 
your comfort. I strongly suggest you set out at once before the bon ton 
inundates you with yet more social obligations. 



5 Disgust of Life. 

6 You know not what nightfall may bring. 

7 

To explain what was obscure by something more obscure. 



"Be sure to take the express train and I will arrange for a coach-and- 
four to meet you at the station," Count Argotscoli said with a mischievous 
smile. 

I agreed to take advantage of his hospitable offer not quite knowing 
why, since he was a complete stranger, but nevertheless promised him I 
would leave London the day after tomorrow and thanked him for his 
generosity. My life was killing me and I knew I must escape this human 
jungle for my own survival, untangling my soul from the material universe 
around me to explore the invisible kingdom within. I needed sanctuary. 

We said our farewells and I went home in an excited mood, eager to 
start on my adventure after that curious encounter with the persuasive 
count. Tomorrow I will pack, arrange for my departure and visit my bank 
to withdraw funds. 

I left instructions for my staff to contact my solicitor for any urgent 
matter, as he is the only one who would know my whereabouts. By no 
means was I to be disturbed in Scotland and set upon by bothersome 
callers, so I did not share my confidence with the servants knowing they 
would be bullied, or possibly even threatened into releasing my address by 
the demanding and impertinent women of aristocracy wielding their titles 
and fortunes around like a weapon to get what they wanted. 

I spent the night at a hotel in Edinburgh after a long uneventful day 
of travel, and I would take a short train ride in the morning where I was to 
be collected by carriage. 

I arrived at the count's enormous estate the next day where I was 
cordially welcomed by his butler named Mathers who escorted me to my 
room to wash up before taking me on a tour to familiarise myself with the 
estate. I was surprised that Mathers was not Scottish. He was tall and thin 
with grey hair but was by no means old and feeble, having the bearing and 
exuding confidence of an old retainer. 



The sprawling estate stood amongst rolling green lawns with a 
carriage house and stables off to the left side, and a greenhouse and several 
outbuildings round the back. Elegant terraced gardens graced the grounds, 
surrounded by manicured hedges with stone pathways in between. The 
demesne also included rose gardens, an herb garden and the cool green 
shadiness of panoptic druid groves in the distance. 

"I hope you approve of the arrangements sir, if that room does not 
suit you I can have your luggage moved to another. I am the only one that 
occupies a room here. All of the other servants live the dwellings past the 
gardens on the right. Should there be anything you require after hours, just 
ring and I shall attend you straightaway." 

"Thank you Mathers, I am sure the rooms you have selected for me 
will be adequate. I am curious however, with so many rambling suites and 
an entire wing off the kitchen, why do the other servants not stay in the 
house?" 

"Ghosts, sir," Mathers replied matter-of-factly, as if it was a common 
occurrence like an infestation of rodents. 

"Ghosts? You are joking are you not?" I asked in disbelief. 

"No sir, this estate used to belong to an old alchemist who dabbled in 
unnatural things. It is rumoured that he let something out and did not put 
it back, some demonic spirit or another, and when he himself had died, he 
too haunts the place as sort of a guardian against the entity he supposedly 
let loose. Only the master and I stay in the house at night and he is 
oblivious to the disturbances. 

"Perhaps you will find more about it in the library sir. Which 
reminds me, where would you like your tea served, in the dining room or 
outdoors on the terrace?" 

"Actually, I am accustomed to taking tea and in the library, thank 
you Mathers." 



"As is the custom of the count, will there be anything else sir?" 



"No thank you." 

"Very well sir. I hope you will enjoy your stay here." 

Mathers departed and I walked back into the house from the garden 
terrace to the library with the intention of exploring its contents for any 
information I could find regarding the alchemist Mathers had mentioned. I 
was quite intrigued by the story and it presented me with a quest to focus 
my attention, so I set out to investigate the contents of the library with 
childish excitement hoping to discover its secrets. 

I sat at the small refreshment table and helped myself to the silver 
tray laden with tea, cakes and sandwiches. I then proceeded to peruse the 
extensive collection of books housed on shelves lining every wall in rich 
wood panelling until the sun began to fade, bathing the room in a rosy hue. 
The library had two large reading tables, a settee with a grouping of 
comfortable leather chairs on a Persian carpet in front of the fireplace. 
Various items were displayed around the room including a globe, a suit of 
armour, silver tipped drinking horns on a stands, statues and a large 
tapestry depicting a hunt. 

I had found nothing of particular interest so far but I did enjoy taking 
in a few lines of prose here and there from forgotten books I had once read 
long ago. I crossed the room to continue my search and noticing that next 
to the end bookcase was a large wooden pedestal displaying a marble 
statue of Dionysus ceremoniously raising his cup, and behind the statue 
was a floor to ceiling plaid curtain in black, red, yellow and green. 

I assumed the curtain was covering a window and went to open it to 
allow the last of the day's light in, hoping to watch the sunset. When I 
pulled back the curtain however, there was a heavy black wood door 
behind it with an equilateral metal cross affixed to it in the centre. A sense 
of thrill seized me at finding the hidden door but then I had a moment of 
rebuke, feeling as though I might be intruding on the man's privacy, but 
after reconsideration, the count did say I had free run of the estate. I 
promptly fell victim to my curiosity and without further guilt, I opened the 
door. 



I stepped into a space of utter darkness and it was impossible to see 
anything so I went back to the library and rang for Mathers to procure a 
source of light for me as well as seeking assurance that it was permissible 
to enter the count's dark secret abode. 

Mathers entered the room so quietly I failed to hear his sedate 
footsteps behind me and was so galvanised when he spoke, that I dropped 
the book I was reading in a loud slam as it fell on the table. 

"I beg your pardon sir; I did not mean to startle you. How can I 
serve you sir?" 

"I seemed to have stumbled upon another room," I said, pointing to 
the open doorway with the curtain tied back. 

"Ah, I see you have discovered the count's hideaway, he often refers 
to it as his Shadow Library, left by the previous owner, the mad alchemist. 
I am afraid there is no lighting in here as of yet sir. I expect you shall 
want light to read by, please allow me." 

Mathers retrieved an oil lamp and a large brass candelabrum from a 
cabinet under one of the shelves, and after filling it with new candles, lit 
both of them and entered into the dark room beyond while I waited 
patiently in the main library for Mathers to illuminate the room. 

He reappeared and said, "There is a large window in the room you 
discovered that has adequate light to read by during the day, I will draw 
the curtains for you in the morning. We serve The Devil's Banquet here in 
the evenings. Dinner will be in the dining room at eight, the count insists 
on vegetarianism for the evening meal, but if you prefer something heartier 
or wish to dine at a later time I will advise the cook." 

"There is no need, please tell cook I require only light meals in the 
evenings and a tray may be left in the library for all of the meals." 

"The cook will be most appreciative to hear that you are so easily 
accommodated and accepting, but if you wish for something special please 
do not hesitate to ask, as she cooks to please." 



"Thank you Mathers, that will be all," I said dismissing him rather 
hastily in my eagerness to reconnoitre the count's secret shadow library. 

I gasped in expressive astonishment as I entered the fantastic room 
with all black furniture. The floor was chequered with black and white 
marble tiles resembling a chessboard. There were two black settees 
accented with deep burgundy and gold jacquard pillows grouped around a 
hearth that Mathers also lit. A set of black leather reading chairs with 
black tables next to them were arranged between the settees, one of the 
tables having a stuffed owl surrounded by a glass dome whose name plate 
read Minerva. Two pillars were fashioned on each side of the black marble 
fireplace mantel. 

A painting of a small abode in a country landscape with a mountain 
in the backdrop hung above the fireplace, it appeared plain enough yet I 
was strangely attracted to it as though I had been there before, and it was 
haunting me with an untraceable echo of a memory that I could not recall. 
The shadows in the painting seemed to move, but perhaps it was just the 
flickering of the candlelight. 

I let my eyes feast upon every detail of Count Aristos Argotscoli's 
shadow library. It was decorated with black and grey damask patterned 
wallpaper, and five enormous black bookcases stood along the walls, one 
opposite the hearth, two on the right wall, and the other two on the left, 
one on each side of the window now hidden by thick burgundy velvet 
curtains. 

The shelves were full of old books and one entire bookcase was 
devoted to obscure items such as a human skull, a number of jars filled 
with herbs, a microscope, an ancient dagger, alchemist alembics, a black 
octopus and other biological specimens preserved in glass containers filled 
with yellow liquid. There were also taxidermy of exotic species including 
a giant bat and a cobra with beguiling eyes. 

Between the two bookcases, a small black wood French chateau table 
with a black marble top veined in contrasting white streaks stood against 
the right wall. Affixed above it was a black framed mirror embellished 



with carved acanthus leaves and swags supporting concave black glass that 
might be have been used for scrying. A brass plaque was attached to the 
bottom of the mirror engraved with words in a handsome script that read 
'Nunquam Dormio ' 8 and the lamplight shone into the shadow mirror 
showing a wraithlike image causing me to recoil at the sight of my own 
dark reflexion smiling grimly like a soul in perdition. Just then I was 
reminded of the mirror that I had found in the outlandish oddities shop, I 
had forgotten all about it. 

The centre of the room displayed a massive black desk looking more 
like a giant coffin, there were also a couple reading tables having 
menacing griffins carved into its black wooden legs, one of which 
venerated a stone statue of a Sumerian goddess amongst an assortment of 
objets occultes and tools of divination. Her prominence was accentuated 
like a shrine with the multitude of offerings at her feet. The other table 
had stacks of old leather bound books, held the lit brass candelabra 
Mathers had brought into the room, writing paper, ink bottles, fountain 
pens, a magnifying glass, a crocodile skull, a rack of smoking pipes and a 
bronze statue of Perseus holding Medusa's head. 

On the left side of the room was a spiral staircase leading to a loft 
above. Mathers must have lit the dormer since warm light was shining 
down onto the winding stairs as if in invitation. 

I climbed the spiral stairs towards the light. The room was furnished 
in rich Oriental carpets in black and gold, a small black desk, a few 
bookcases, black reading chairs and a black velvet chaise lounge. A 
telescope on a tripod stood in front of a small window and I wondered 
what joy could be found in the light of the stars. 

I examined the bookcases, extinguished the lamps from the window 
and table then headed back downstairs to search amongst the oddments in 
the shadow room. 



Never Sleep. 



There were many occult books on seances, mesmerism, theurgy, 
necromancy, philosophy, ancient religions, magick and the hermetic arts of 
alchemy and the Kabbalah. I selected several books and sat at the count's 
black desk then delved into the material well late into the night. Hidden 
within the pages of one of the books was a piece of sketch paper having a 
rather gruesome looking drawing of a devil with an adjoining reversed 
image of an angel that had the Hebrew letters Shin, Tet and Nun (shTN) 
and the numbers, 359 written upon it. 

Having ignored my dinner earlier, I now had an appetite and sat 
down to eat in the main library. 

I had just finished my cold repast when I heard the sound of a faint 
haunting cello sombrely playing Bach 's Suite No. 5 Sarabande. I crept out 
into the dimly lit hallway listening intently, ascertaining that the faint 
melody was coming from another part of the house and went to investigate 
the source of the music. 

As I entered a large drawing room, the music abruptly halted and I 
felt a chill around me like a cold fog, wondering what threat would come 
out of the silent deep. All of the lights had gone out in the house as if the 
interference was due to some current of energy. I felt my way along the 
walls back to the library cupboard that Mathers had used and retrieving a 
small candelabrum. Upon lighting it, the sombre cello music began again 
but now with Bach 's Suite No. 3 Sarabande. 

I went back to the drawing room and the music stopped as I entered, 
holding out the flames into the unchartered darkness within. I felt a 
presence in the room that was soundless to my ears, void to my touch and 
invisible to my eyes but nonetheless, someone or something was here 
hiding in the shadows. I rotated the light surveying the environment, I saw 
a cello lying on the floor and its bow haphazardly left in the middle of the 
room as if thrown on the rug in vexation. 



All was eerily still and I was trying to find something legitimate to 
account for this strange phenomenon, when I heard the sound of footsteps 
in the hallway, hard-soled shoes tapping on marble. I ran out to catch the 
intruder but there was no one about. As I stood there, the footsteps started 
again, the sound of them so close, seeming to walk right by me and I felt a 
cold breath on my cheek like the kiss of death. 

When Mathers first mentioned ghosts, I had my nagging doubts and 
it took much restraint not to have laughed in his face, but I now know he 
was right. Just as I had this thought, accepting of the paranormal, I heard 
noises in the library and I ran to discover what other tricks this entity 
sought to entertain me with this night. I could find no disturbance in the 
main library but when I entered the shadow library, I nearly dropped the 
candlestick and screamed out, "By Jove!" 

I hurriedly set the candelabra down on one of the tables to examine 
the spectacle of horror in front of me; books were stacked in six-foot 
vertical towers all over the room, five towers in all. I wondered what 
demoniacal influences the old alchemist had raised from dark unbalanced 
places and if they meant to torment me. Having just a vague idea of how 
the count's shadow library was organised from my earlier examination, I 
began to shelve them accordingly as best I could. 

By now, all the candles had burnt down and the oil lamp was getting 
low. I had almost completed my task on the last pile of books, when the 
landscape painting above the fireplace fell down in a peculiar manner as if 
deliberately knocked down. I walked over to the painting and noticed the 
wooden backing had come off. As I lifted the framed canvas an old black 
leather book fell out of the cavity from the back of the frame. Retrieving 
the discarded book from the floor, I opened it with curiosity and leafed 
through its pages, noticing its strangeness. 

It appeared to be a grimoire and I sat at the desk and started to read 
the black leather book entitled 'The Satoricon '. 



Circa 19QO's 



The old manor of Count Aristos Argotscoli was eerily 
silent as Zaethian Laurent Sale began reading the worn black leather 
bound grimoire, 'The Satoricon ', by the fading oil lamp. The 
ancient discoloured pages contained images of what he thought was 
diabolism or necromancy. He found the drawings disturbing; 
depicting the means for opening portals by a conjurer using the dark 
arts. Just when he was about to close the book, dismissing it as 
nonsense, the oil lamp flickered out leaving him in the count's 
Shadow Library in utter darkness. 

Zaethian stood and felt around him blindly in the dark. There 
was a box of lucifers and candles in the cabinet of the main library 
and as he moved cautiously feeling for any furniture in his path, he 
heard breathing and felt an icy vapour around him, chilling him with 
intense fear as his nerves tingled with excitement, raising the hairs 
on the back of his neck. He felt the door frame and moved through 
it into the main library; he had not taken but three steps when the 
door slammed behind him causing his heart to jolt out of his chest as 
a light came towards him from the hallway. 



The butler, Mather's approached from the hallway holding an 
oil lantern; upon hearing a disturbance of the slamming door he 
entered the library. 

"Are you quite alright sir?" Mathers inquired with genuine 
concern, knowing well enough that the manor was haunted and he 
was accustomed to consoling terrified guests of Count Argotscoli. 

"Yes, thank you Mathers, I just had a bit of a fright that's all. I 
think I am beginning to believe the story you told me about the mad 
alchemist that used to live here, as I have felt a strange presence in 
the room with me. I think I shall retire for the night if you could 
light the way." 

"Very well, sir." Mathers turned and lead Zaethian upstairs to 
his suite of rooms and after they reached the end of the wing he 
stopped at the door and asked. "I took the liberty of lighting the 
hearth in your room. It will help take the chill off the damp air. 
Perhaps you would care for a cup of camomile tea, a hot cocoa or a 
glass of sherry to help you sleep?" 

"No thank you, I am fine." Zaethian insisted, but he really 
was far from fine, he was clearly rattled. 

"It would be wise to keep your doors locked, this is a draughty 
old house, and one never knows if a gust of wind will blow through 
opening or slamming doors." 

"I will take your advice Mathers, good night then," Zaethian 
entered the room and closed the door after the butler bid him good 
night in response. 

He undressed and got into bed listening to the crackling embers 
of the fire as he drifting off into an uneasy sleep that turned into an 
eternal nightmare. 



A sorcerer was surrounded in darkness. He conjured a 
ball of amber fire in the palm of his hand then sent the sphere 
floating in the air in front of him providing a faint glow to light his 
way. It was twenty-two steps down into the bowels of the castle, 
smelling of dampened rot, and the reek of death hung in the air like 
an entity, as if waiting to devour all living flesh. Down, down he 
went, descending the narrow flight of stairs leading to an 
underground crypt as the glass-like globe of fire floated in a 
bobbing motion before him. 

The necromancer reached the bottom of the landing and stood 
at a door covered with patches of ebonised, black leather, which 
was no doubt human skin dyed with the blood of corpses taken from 
his victims, assuredly without their consent, adding some magickal 
essence to his dark craft. 

There were shelves with skulls and bones, and tables lined the 
back wall of the room displaying jars fills with indescribable things, 
some of them dead, some of them not. A coffin was pushed up 
against the left wall as well as a cauldron of blood, and a furnace 
for souls. 

He accessed yet another door on the right that lead to an 
underground tunnel ending in another chamber. To his horror he 
saw his magick circle had been broken it could no longer contain 
the disembodied spirits and nether beasts. They crept in through the 
weakened gate, breaching the portal and the magickian was unable 
to control the evil power that bled through into this realm. His 
delusion of power betrayed himself, the dark magick was too strong 
and there was no escape. Everything was not without a price. He 
was now one of the forsaken and cried out in terror, 



"They Hunt me! " 



A faint tune resonated throughout the room when 
Zaethian awoke the following morning. He sat up startled by the 
noise and got up to investigate. A music box on the dressing table 
tinkled out a tinny melody, and as he approached the golden box 
decorated with a black enamelled swan, the tune abruptly stopped, 
sending an eerie chill down his spine as if in warning. 

He lifted the lid of the music box discovering an old key inside, 
then closed it shut. He was about to turn around when he saw the 
old grimoire on the bureau giving him a bit of a shock. Either 
someone was playing a trick on him or the book was following him, 
that or ghosts. He shook his head in disbelief, washed up and 
dressed, then took the book with him downstairs in search of 
breakfast. 



He returned the devilish tome back to the count's secret 
Shadow Library placing it on the behemoth black desk and opened 
the curtains to see the foggy grey light outside distorted by the 
bevelled leaded glass diamond windows. Examining the room, he 
saw nothing out of place except the landscape painting where he had 
discovered the hidden book, was now askew. 

After finishing his meal, Zaethian put on his boots and topcoat 
then went out for a walk in the damp morning fog, strolling past the 
stables to the common path on the outskirts of Count Argotscoli's 
estate. 

The surrounding fields were abuzz with insect noises as the 
morning sunshine struggled to penetrate the fog, Zaethian taking in 
deep breaths to clear his mind of the strange circumstances that 
befell him and his disconcerting nightmare. The smell of damp 
vegetation permeated the air as he continued down the lonely path 
not knowing where it was leading him. 



While deep in his reverie, a huge grey Irish wolfhound came 
running down the dirt lane chasing a rabbit that ran off the path to 
take cover in the brush as the dog pursued, thus startling Zaethian to 
jump out of the way of the charging animal. The hound lost interest 
in the hare and instead sat barking at his new quarry. Zaethian stood 
stock still in a stare out with the beast until he saw an elderly 
gentleman in country tweeds yelling in a breathy voice, "Here now, 
what's all this? Herschel heel this instant!" 

The hound immediately became submissive and waiting for his 
master, as the old man came up from the path with a laboured gait to 
tether him with a thick leather lead. 

"I am terrible sorry sir for the annoyance; Herschel is quite 
gentle I assure you, I pray he didn't give you a fright. Allow me to 
introduce myself, I am Lord Alfred Tymesdale, but please all of my 
friends call me Gunther." 

Zaethian shook the man's hand and responded in kind, "A 
pleasure to meet you sir, Zaethian Laurent Sale, I am just a visitor 
here staying at the house of Count Aristos Argotscoli as a guest 
while he is away." 

"Oh, that spooky old place," the old man chuckled and slapped 
him on the shoulder in camaraderie. "I've heard some tall tales 
regarding the property if you would care to walk back with me and 
join me for tea?" 

"I would be delighted sir," Zaethian replied with a smile, 
enjoying the good humour of this old fellow, his high spiritedness 
was far from the usual pompous and stuffy aristocracy he associated 
with in London, he was like a breath of fresh air. 

"Please, just call me Gunther." The old man then escorted 
Zaethian to his neighbouring house some thirty minutes' walk down 
the common, with Herschel in tow making small talk along the way. 



They approached the large country manor from a long 
gravel path lined with yew trees and upon reaching the entrance, the 
gardener in a heavy coat and gloves greeted them, taking the leather 
lead from Gunther's hand. "Good morning to you sirs, I will take 
Herschel round the back and get him cleaned up," Wynn stated as he 
trotted away with the wet and muddied wolfhound. 

"Thank you Wynn." Lord Tymesdale entered the house and his 
manservant took his ulster and herringbone wool Ivy cap, then 
assisted Zaethian as well, hanging their items on the coatrack in the 
large foyer and taking away their boots to be cleaned. 

After settling in the large parlour next to the hearth, a chubby 
woman with a cheerful disposition deposited a large tea tray filled 
with various cakes and sandwiches, and poured out their tea into 
porcelain cups decorated with a cheery floral pattern. 

"Thank you Mrs Dorset," Gunther called after her as she swept 
swiftly out of the room as if having a boiling pot on the stove that 
needed attending. 

Zaethian added several tea sandwiches and some seed cake to 
his plate and ate silently as they enjoyed the refreshments. 

"Now Zaethian, you say you have just met Count Argotscoli 
and have not been in his acquaintance long?" 

"Quite so, I have actually just met the man and he offered me 
to stay in Scotland on holiday to get away from the noisy city life of 
London. I admit it was all very sudden, and to tell you the truth, 
strange occurrences have beset me since arriving on his estate." 

Zaethian felt an affinity with Gunther, and even though he was 
a guest of the count, he did not exactly feel loyal to him, especially 
after what he had experienced, so he went on to explain the strange 
and sinister events of the cello music, the lights going out, the books 
being stacked in vertical towers in the count's secret occult library 
that the servant called his Shadow Library, and then the music box 



playing by itself just this morning. However he did not mention the 
black leather book he found, 'The Satoricon ', he felt some things 
should remain undisclosed. 

The old man's hazel eyes glowed with a warm trust and 
widened in excitement as though he hadn't the patience to reply with 
any questions and instead waved his hands like a nosey-parker of an 
old woman eager to share the local gossip. 

Lowering his voice a few octaves, the old man's small frame 
leaned forward in the chair, what few white hairs he had left on his 
almost bald head stood up from when he removed his hat earlier and 
with his wrinkled face, it made him look like a mad scientist. 

"There are stories amongst the gentry as well as the domestics 
that over a hundred years ago some foreigner from Eastern Europe 
purchased that manor, and ever since, there have been rumours of 
devilry and hauntings. The foreigner was an alchemist belonging to 
some underground society that dabbled in unnatural things, it is said 
that during one of his experiments he opened a hole in this reality 
and let something in, something dark and evil from another 
dimension. Whether it would be called hell or the spirit realm none 
can say, but it is surely some kind of entity not of this world." 
Gunther took a deep breath and leaned back as Mrs Dorset entered 
the room to attend them. 

"Lisselle dear, this is Mr Sale who is staying at Count 
Argotscoli's estate, he has just had a few paranormal encounters, 
you must tell him what you've heard," Gunther coaxed. 

"Oh dear me, not you too sir, I get the frights just thinking 
about it. From what I have been told by the count's former 
housekeeper, Millie Albright, she and the cook quit after enduring a 
ghostly presence. Things were moving by themselves and they had 
this feeling that someone was next to them but when they looked 
about, no one was there. 



"It was not until the count had opened up a hollow wall down 
in the cellar that they gave notice and left their employment. Millie 
says the cook nearly had heart failure when she had heard an 
unnatural scratching and whispers coming from the cellar. Mathers 
assured them it was only rats, but she claimed there was a feeling of 
evil, pure evil emanating from that cellar door and they all had 
refused to go down there, even though Mathers said he would 
retrieve any supplies they needed himself. In fact, to this day he is 
the only one that ventures down there, the other servants won't go 
near it. None of the new help will stay in the house overnight, 
except for that Mathers fellow. He must have a right thick hide to 
put up with that kind of mischief. 

"Excuse me but I've gotten a case of nerves just talking about it. 
Will you be wanting anything else?" 

"That will be all, thank you Lisselle, sorry to put you through it 
but I feel our friend here had to know," Gunther said apologetically. 

Mrs Dorset filled their cups with tea, checked the pot and 
strode off anxiously, obviously spooked. 

"Well," Gunther continued conspiratorially, "It seems the count 
had found a skeleton in a hidden room that descended another floor 
down from the cellar. The room was some kind of secret laboratory 
and after that became known, some of the servants left outright, not 
wanting to be in a murder house or worse yet, the house of a 
necromancer." 

It was getting late and after polite conversation revolving 
around mundane topics, Zaethian got up to leave, donning his 
outerwear and boots and said farewell. Lord Tymesdale kindly 
offered to have the gardener, Wynn, drive him back in a hansom and 
he was soon deposited at the foreboding mansion of Count 



Argotscoli in a more depressed mood than when he had set out for 
his walk this morning. 

Mathers greeted him with a nod and a raised eyebrow as 
he saw the carriage drive off, but only informed Zaethian that a 
package had been delivered for him by courier and that his supper 
will be served shortly. Zaethian thanked him and entered the library 
which had become his sanctuary, rarely using any of the other 
rooms. He saw the parcel on the table that apparently must have 
been forwarded by his solicitor since no one else knew where he was 
staying. He opened the brown paper and a white card fell out. 



Casyrith Cubat Kayn 
Oddities Shoppe 



He picked up the card and read it, then glanced at the black 
glass mirror he had purchased. He thought it was strange that the 
first card he'd received from the shopkeeper had a symbol of an 
Egyptian ankh on it, which he was instructed to present to Count 
Argotscoli upon their introduction, now this card had the symbol of 
mercury. He wondered what the significance was. 

He caressed the silver frame of the black mirror, gazing in its 
dark depths but saw nothing, not even his own reflexion. He shook 
his head, realising he was so enchanted by the vision he had seen in 



it at the old shop and now it appeared just a novelty, since he now 
knew the count had a similar scrying mirror in his Shadow Library. 

The cook came in with his tray and he set the mirror down in 
disappointment and ate his food glumly, worried he had made a 
mistake in coming here. This was no place for a holiday, nothing 
like Florence, the Riviera, or Vienna. This was a place of darkness 
and it was oppressive, giving one an atmosphere of dread. Zaethian 
missed Gunther's positive and energetic personality already, feeling 
alone in this morose silence. Perhaps he should make preparations 
to leave soon, giving his excuses. 

He took his mirror upstairs with him, placing on the night 
table then refreshed himself. His mood was darkening and he 
wondered why Count Argotscoli would even suggest he come to 
such a foul and lonely place. He decided he would investigate the 
cellar and have another look at that old tome to see if he could find 
out more about the hauntings, then he could have an excuse to visit 
Gunther again and say goodbye before he left. 

As he hung the towel up by the basin, the chiming tune of 
the music box was heard again, it had been stuck in his mind since 
this morning, Tchaikovsky 's Swan Lake Op 20; the main theme 
haunting him as he watched the black swan spin in a circle atop the 
gold box. His hand was shaking as he lifted the lid and snatched the 
old key. The music stopped with a click of the mechanism. 

He went downstairs, Mathers was nowhere to be seen. He 
wanted to ask him where the cellar was located, but decided he 
would just explore, having the count's permission to have the run of 
the place. He started with the kitchen trying several doors that 
opened into pantries and a cleaning closet with buckets, brooms 
mops, brushes and soap. He went down a service hall, noticing a 
door on the right side, he lightly turned the handle and crept inside. 



He thought this must be the cellar. It was dark so he took 
the oil lamp off the hook on the wall, lit it with the lucifers on the 
shelf next to it and held the lantern up, descending the steps into a 
vast cellar filled with shelves loaded with stores, barrels, and racks 
of wine. He surveyed the perimeter of the room, shining the light all 
round until he saw a large wooden medieval door with black iron 
hinges surrounded by a brick wall. It was locked. He deduced that 
the count must have added the door after breaking the wall down 
years ago. 

He removed the key he had taken from the music box and tried 
it in the lock, turning the key with a dull click while the door hinges 
squeaked as it swung open. Instantly he felt a boding presence as 
he entered the black chamber, cautiously peering round as he made 
his way down the stone steps into the room below. There were 
several more lanterns as well as candelabrum which he now lit and 
after having a bit more light he gained the confidence to explore. 

He remembered his nightmare and wondered if dreams manifest 
into reality. 

There were shelves with old bottles of unidentifiable 
substances, various boxes, tools, alembics, dried plants that looked 
as if they would turn to dust at the slightest touch, and a cauldron 
covered with cobwebs. At the end of the room was a black marble 
alter with candlesticks, a chalice, a strange ceremonial dagger 
adorned with a black snake, a wand of some sort, an empty bowl and 
a wooden lectern holding a book called 'The Qliphoth '. 

Zaethian moved closer to examine the book on the altar when 
he noticed a large circle painted on the floor that was riddled with 
strange symbols like a triangle of art. Residue of melted wax stuck 
to the floor as well as some dark stains in the middle of the ritual 
circle. He wondered if it was blood, and as he was entertaining that 
gruesome thought in his mind, the large wooden door at the top of 
the stairs slammed shut with a boom. 



Immediately he panicked, running to the top only to find the 
door locked, he rattled the door knob only to find the key was not in 
the lock, it was gone. He held the lantern down and looked under 
the crack of the massive door; the key had not fallen on the floor. 
Someone or something had purposely shut him in here. He heard a 
deep throated laugh from downstairs in the necromancer's room. 
Slowly he walked back down to the sound of scratching. It was 
coming from the floorboards inside the circle. 

Zaethian set the lantern down and using a pry bar he found 
under one of the tables, started tearing up the flooring, removing 
three long planks. Regret sank in as he beheld an elongated black 
box, like a coffin but unadorned, his heart now pounding fast as fear 
fuelled his adrenaline. Using the bar, he slowly lifted the lid to find 
bones, human bones, surrounded by an old black pot bound with 
chains and covered with yellowed leather that had magickal symbols 
embossed into it, was it human skin? Four black wax seals with 
fantastic sigils held the skin in place and he thought he saw small 
hairs protruding from it. He heard whispers coaxing him in a dark 
garbled tongue, the hissing soothing him, forcing him. 

Unable to resist the lulling voices, Zaethian reached his hand 
towards the grotesque cauldron and broke one of the seals, the dried 
wax crumbled easily as the hide lifted and a horrendous stench 
assailed him making him gag. Sickened by the shock, he hastily 
closed the coffin lid back over the kettle and skeletal remains, then 
reattached the floorboards with a can of nails and hammer he found 
on a nearby storage shelf. 

As he finished the last plank, he was engulfed by a thick black 
mist. A strong smell of sulphur burned in his nostrils as he choked, 
coughing and gasping for clean air. The black cloud surrounded 
him, overwhelming him with raw fear as something torturous was 
feeding from him, it fed off his fear, his energy and then his blood 
when he felt a sharp pain just below his neck, he screamed out in 
extreme agony, feeling nauseated in body, mind and soul. He 



continued to yell in despair, begging like a frightened child until the 
darkness passed over him and he fell unconscious upon the circle of 
black magick. 

It must have been a few hours later when Zaethian 
opened his eyes, one lamp was still burning, the others had long 
exhausted their fuel. He rose slowly. He felt sick and his neck was 
throbbing. He realised he should have used the pry bar to beat the 
door down rather than let his curiosity get the better of him, but it 
was as though something was compelling him to open the black box. 
Retrieving the lamp and the pry bar, he went to the stairs and seeing 
that the door was now open, he discarded the tool. The key was in 
the lock. Had he imagined it? Locking the door and taking the key 
he stumbled into the cellar then went upstairs to his room. He threw 
himself on the bed exhausted, and slipped into fitful sleep with 
hellish dreams. 



There were whispers in the dark filling his mind with 
horrific images; he was crying in despair, lost and forsaken, he had 
become one with them, Legion. A host of daemons gathered round 
him draining his life essence, he felt possessed as the whispers 
continued inside his head. How many were there? 

He was forced to drink some dark liquid with vile ingredients, 
as he heard the whispers recite: 

"Drink deeply of Hecate 's wine 
As the black cobra rises to consume your soul 
The abyss holds a light divine 
The Daemons devour to make you whole 
Or plague you with darkness if you despair 
Balance is the key, laughter, love and light 

Ascend from the pit of Lilith 's lair 
Or remain in the Eternal Shades of Night" 



Zaethian cried out in anguish, he was wandering endlessly in a 
wasteland as the daemonic voices tortured him. He stopped 
suddenly as he came upon an Obsidian Sphinx, black as midnight 
and emanating with dark energy, he felt it would consume his last 
spark of light as the black sphinx opened its mouth to swallow him 
in its dark embrace. 



He heard laughter as he struggled to awaken, the sounds 
filled the room, and when he sat up he saw a magpie at his open 
window mocking him with its chortle. He squinted at the morning 
rays of sunlight piercing his eyes and went to wash, shave, then 
dress in a fresh set of clothes. Zaethian felt his neck, the throbbing 
pain was still there and he examined his throat in the mirror, one of 
those peculiar sigils was burned into his skin, much like a branding 
iron, a daemons bite, a mark from the shadowy abyss that appeared 
as scrawled otherworldly writing with symbols. The flesh was still 
raw and it ached. He knew some entity had cursed him. 

He could not believe his eyes, thinking his experience in the 
lower cellar must have been a hallucination and he questioned the 
nature of reality, ghosts, alchemists and daemons? He wondered 
whether it had all been a hoax created by Count Argotscoli who 
might be one of those charlatans conducting seances and mesmerism 
in some medium's parlour faking wailing apparitions from the 
beyond. Was the shadow world real or his life in London on this 
earthly plane? He supposed one must emerge from Plato's Cave to 
reveal the truth. 



He put the old key back inside the black swan music box 
knowing he would never set foot in the necromancer's lair again or 



this creepy estate, and decided to make arrangements for his 
departure, having enough of this psychical phenomena. He picked 
up his black mirror off the floor, since it must have fallen last night, 
and as he shook his head at it, a flash of soft light appeared in the 
depths of the dark glass and continued to grow into a blue 
luminescent ball that held him spellbound, emotions of joy 
momentarily overwhelmed him and faded as quickly when the light 
extinguished, leaving the black void of the glass on its place. 

At first, Zaethian was determined to interrogate the butler and 
openly accuse him of the abuse of his person, but touching the 
daemon's bite on his neck, deep down he knew it was something not 
of this earth that was haunting him, and wondered if Mathers was 
also afflicted by the entity's mark. He went downstairs to his usual 
place for breakfast and saw 'The Satoricon ' on the table, picking it 
up reluctantly as Mathers appeared with the serving tray. 

"Mathers, I will be leaving today, if you can kindly arrange for 
transportation to the train station by midday I would appreciate it, I 
must hasten back to London, unfortunately I have urgent business to 
attend to. I thank you for service and will leave a letter to Count 
Argotscoli with my regards." 

"Very well sir, I will see to it at once. I had hoped the parcel 
you received yesterday had not brought ill tidings. May all your 
affairs work out for the best." The old butler looked disheartened 
and dismissed himself, silently exiting the room in a sagging posture 
like a condemned man. 

He finished his meal, poured another cup of coffee and opened 
'The Satoricon '. 



Portaelnferi 

I have found it. One of the portals is here in 
Prague. I used the sigils from the accursed book to 
open the gate, not knowing what daemonic entity I 
had released. Daemons lay in wait at the Devil's 
door for the summoning of black magick, waiting to 
ensoul They are collectors of shells. Typo other 
portals are known to me that may hold the key of 
liberation from this curse of darkness and self- 
destruction one is in Istanbul and the other in 
France, near Rennes-Le-Chateau It is the only hope 
left. 

There are gates of darkness and gates of light. 
Be wary what you open in the Abyss. 



StriQo Htancentu 
(Prague, f?JJ 



Zaethian sat on the train deep in thought and unconsciously 
touched the burn on his neck. He had left a rather curt thank you note to 
the elusive Count Argotscoli with the butler, and he was still deciding if he 
should write Lord Tymesdale when he got home. Gunther may think him 
mad if he related the story to him, but then again, he may need an ally who 
understood the circumstances that surrounded the old mansion. 



He was relieved to be gone from that accursed place, though he was 
now focused on his own plight and made a decision to try to find the other 
gates mentioned in 'The Satoricon.' Once he arrived in London, he would 
make an immediate departure to Istanbul, looking for answers was his only 
mission and he needed to remove this shroud of darkness that plagued him. 

The sound of the train along the tracks droning out the chook-chook, 
chook-chook, calmed the dragons in his mind and thinking about his mirror 
of light, he fell asleep and dreamed. 



To be continued. 




